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THE 


PHEASANT 


AND THE | 
L AX K, Kc. 
N antient Times, as Bards india 
(If Clerks have con'd the Record right) 
A Pxzacocx reign'd, whoſe glorious vey” 
His Subjects with delight obey ; 
His Tail was beauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly Eyes and Gold, 
{Fair Emblem of that Monarch's Guiſe, 
Whoſe Train at once is Rich and Wiſe) 


And princely rul'd he many Regions, 
By Stateſman Wiſe, and valiant Legions, 


A Pheaſant Lord, above the reſt, 
With ey'ry Grace and Talent blef'r, 


Was 


(4) 


68 een to Cray with all his Skill, 
e Sceptre of a neighb'ring Hill; 


| was to him unknown, 
ih all the Arts were all his own; 

all the living Learned read, 
more delighted with the Dead: 
* Birds, if antient Tales ſay true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 
Cou'd Read and Write in Proſe and Verſe, 
And ſpeak like————and build like Pe 
He knew Meir Voices and ther Wings, 
Who ſmootheſt Soars, who ſ W eeteſt Sings: 
Who toils with ill-fledg'd pehus to climb, 
And who attain d the true Sublime: 
Their Merizs he cqu'd well deſty, 
He had ſo exquiſirs an Eye; 
And where that fail'd to ſhew them cler 
He had as exquiſſte an Ear 
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| It chanc'd, as on Day he fray'd, 

Beneath an Academick Shade: 
He lik'd amid'ft a thouſand Thwonts, 

The wildneſs of a Hoodlark's Notes, T7 
And ſearch'd, and ſpy'd, and ſeiz'd his Game, 
And took him Home, and made him Tame; 
Found him, on 'Tryal, true, and ablc, 
| 50 chear'd, and fed him at his Table. | 


Here ſome ſhrewd Critick finds I'm caught, | 


Aud Crys out, better fed than taugbe 2 | 
Cn 
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Then jeſts on Game, and Tame, and reads, 
And Jeſts, and ſo my Tale proceeds. 


Long had he ſtudy'd in the Wood, 
Converſing with the Wiſe and Good; 
His Soul with Harmony inſpir'd, 

With love of Truth and Virtue fir'd : 
His Brother's Good, and Maker's Praiſe, 
Were all the Study of his Lays: 

Were all his Study in Retreat, 

And now employ'd him with the Grear. 
His Friendſhip was the ſure Reſort, 

Of all the wretched at the Court, 

But chiefly Merit in Diftreſs 

His greateſt bleſſing was to Bleſs — 


This fixt him in his Patron's Breaſt, 
But fir'd with Envy all the ret : 
I mean, that notſy craving Crew, 
Who round the Court inceffant flew, 
And prey'd like Rooks, by Pairs, and Dozens, 
To fill the Maws of Sens and Conſins ! 
Unmov'd their Heart, and chill their Blood, 
To ev'ry thought of common good, 
onfining ev'ry Hope and Care, 
Zo their own low contra cted Sphere. 


Thete run him down with ceaſeleſs Cry, 
But found it hard to tell you why, 
Till his own Wit and Worth ſupply'd 
Sufficient Matter to deride: 
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We ſent to ſway with all his Skill, 
e Sceprre of a neighb'ring Hill; 

was to him unknown, 
Fbr all the Arts were all his own; 
In all the living Learned read, 
Tho more delighted with the Dead: 
(For Birds, if antient Tales ſay true, 
Had then their Popes and Homers too, 
Cou'd Read and Write in Proſe and Verſe, 
And ſpeak like and build like Pur. 
He knew their Voices and their Wings, 
Who ſmootheſt Soars, who ſweeteſt Sings: 
Who toils with ill-fledg'd Penis to climb, 
And who attaln'd the true Sublime: 
Their Merits he cau'd well deſay, 
He had fo exquiſitè an Eye; 
And where that fail'd to ſhew them clear, 
He had as exquiſite an Ear 


It chanc'd, as on a Day he ſtray d, 
Beneath an Academick Shade, 
He hk*d amid'ft a thouſand Dhroats, 
The wildneſs of a Hoodlark's Notes, 
And ſearch'd, and ſpy'd, and ſeiz d his Game, 
And took him Home, and made him Tame; 
Found him, on 'Tryal, true, and ablc, 
8o chear'd, and ted him at his Table. 


Here ſome ſhrewd Critick finds I'm caught, 
And Crys out, better fed than taughto— 
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Then jeſts on Game, and Tame, and reads, 
And Jeſts, and ſo my Tale proceeds. 


Long had he ſtudy'd in the Wood, 
Converling with the Wiſe and Good; 
His Soul wich Harmony 1nfpir'd, 

With love of Truth and Virtue hr'd : 
His Brother's Good, and Maker's Praiſe, 
Were all the Study of his Lays: 

Were all his Study in Ketreat, 

And now employ'd him with the Great. 
His Friendſhip was the ſure Reſort, 

Of all the wretched at the Court, 

But chiefly Merit in Diſtreſs 

His greateſt bleſſing was to 54e 


This fixt him in his Patron's Breaſt, 
But fir'd with Envy all the reſt : 
mean, that notſy craving Crew, 
Who round the Court inceffant flew, 
And prey'd like Rooks, by Pairs, and Dozens, 
To fill the Maws of Sons and Corfens ! 
Unmov'd their Heart, and chill their Blood, 
To ev'ry thought of common good, 
" onfining ev'ry Hope and Care, 
7 their c4wn low contra cted Sphere. 


Theſe run him down with ceaſeleſs Cry, 
But found it hard to tell you why, 
Fill his own Wit and Worth ſupply'd 
dufficient Matter to deride : | Tis 
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"Tis Envy's ſafeſt, ſureſt rule, 
o hide ber Rage in Ridicule : 


7 be vulgar Eye ſhe beſt beguiles, 

WW hen all her Snakes are deck't in Smiles * 

San DoS ic Smiles, by Rancour rais' d 
Jormented moſt, when ſceming pleas'd ! 
Their Spight had more than half expit d, 
Had he not wrote, what all admir'd; 

What morſels had their malice wanted, 

Bur that he built, and plann d, and planted ! 
How had his Senſe and learning griev'd em, 
But that his Charity reliuv d em 


At hig beſt worth dull malice reaches 
As Slugs pollute the faireſt peaches : 
Emvy defames, as Harpyes vile 
Deveur the food, they firſt defile. 


Now ask the fruit of all his Favour— 
He was not bitherto, a Sauer 
W hat then cou'd make their rage run mad 2 
IH by what he hop'd, not what he had. 


What Tyrant ere invented ropes, | 
Or racks, or rods to puniſh hopes ? 
Th” inheritance of hope and fame, 
Is ſeldom earthly ci ſdoms aim, 

Or if it were, is not ſo ſmall, 
Fut there is Room enough for all. 
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It he but chanc'd to breathe a Song 
(He ſeldom Sung, and never long) 
The noiſy, rude, malignant Croud, 
Where it was high prononuc'd it 40d, 
Plain Truth was pride, and what was Sillyer 
Eaſy and Friendly was Familiar 


Or if he tun'd his lofty lays, 
With ſolemn air, to victue's praiſe. 
A like, abuſive, and erroneous, 
They call'd it hoarſe and unharmcnious : 
Yet fo it was to Souls like cheirs, 
Tuneleſs as A»zi to the bears / 


A Rook with harſh malignant caw, 
Began, wasfollow'd by a Dazv; 
Tho ſome who wou d be thought to know, 
Are poſitive it was a Crow.) 
Fack-Daw was ſeconded by Tit 
Tom-tit cou'd write, and ſo he writ. 
A Tribe of tuneleſs prarers follow, 
The Fay, the Hagpye, and the Swallow, 
And twenty more, their Throats let looſe, 
Down to the witleſs, wadling, Gooſe. 


Some thought they meant to ſhew their wir, 
Might think ſo flill-—but that they avrit— 
Cou'd it be Spight or Envy -N 
iF bo did ns ill, coud lade ne Fog 
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So «viſe Simplicity efteem'd, 

Quite otherwiſe true wiſdom deem 
This queſtion rightly underſtood, 

I bat more ProvoFes, than doing good? 
A Soul enobled, and refin' d, 

Reproaches ev'ry baſer Mind: 

As Strains, exalted, and melodious, 


Make ev ry meaner muſick, 0dioyg-— 


At length the Nightingale was heard, 
For voice and 2vi/dom Jong rever'd, 
Eſteem'd of all the wiſe, and good, 
The Guardian Genius of the Wood: 
He long in Diſcontent retir'd, 
Yet not eur d, but more admir'd ; 
His Brethren's Servile Souls diſdaining, 
He liv'd indignant, and complaining : 
They now afreſh provok'd his choler, 
It ſeems the Lark had been his Scholar, 
A fav'rite Scholar always near him, 
And oft had wak'd whole Nights to hear lum 
Enrag'd he canvaſes the matter, 
Expoſes all their Senſeleſs chatter, 
Shews Elim, and them in ſuch a light, 
As more enflames, yet quells their Spight, 
They hear his-voice, and frighted fly, 
For rage had rais'dit very high, 
Sham'd by the wiſdom of his Notes, 
They hide their Heads, and huſh their Throats, 


r 


